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Chapter 1: Chapter 1 


By the time the giant robot went crashing to hard to 
the ground, Danny's breathing was ragged, and he 
could feel his core starting to weaken. All those 
ectoblasts and shield had taken a lot out of him-these 
‘Akuma' were a lot more difficult to deal with than his 
usual rounds of ghosts. He had to put in more energy 
than he normally did, and for the first time in a years, 
he actually had to adapt his fighting style to a new 
enemy. 


It was a challenge, which was fun, but also tiring. 
He was hungry. 


And from the way his new friend-the civilians were 
calling her Ladybug, but he was going to wait for her 
to confirm that before he said anything. He still 
wasn't over that whole Inviso-Bill ordeal. It would be 
just like misogynists to name their hero Ladybug just 
because she was a girl, when there were so many 


other names available-had steadily gotten more and 
more...feral...as the minutes turned into hours and 
the fight wore on, and he was guessing she was also 
hungry, or maybe she was just a berserker by nature. 


still. 
He was starving. 


That had been a really long fight. Longest he'd had in 
a while. 


He waited for whatever her name was to finish 
‘purifying the Akuma’ and casting her 'Miraculous 
Ladybug’, and noticed happily that after purifying the 
butterfly that had apparently been corrupted, she 
snatched it out of the air and shoving it into her 
mouth, and ate it. 


And the 'Akuma victim' didn't seem at all surprised by 
this action. He actually smiled at her before waving 
goodbye and running off to get back to normal life. 


So it was a pretty good bet that she was just as 
hungry as he was. Or maybe eating the butterfly was 
part of the purification process? 


Probably not. 
He stayed where he was, floating up at the rooftops, 
waiting to see if she would want to hang out now that 


the battle was over. Some people did, others wanted 
to keep it strictly professional. 


And sometimes after a fight you just had to run off 
and transform somewhere no one would see you. 


So he would give her the option of whether or not to 
hang out with him. 


If she did, he would broach the subject of food, and 
explain his...particular dietary requirements. 


Either she would be okay with that or she wouldn't 


If she didn't, or she wasn't, he would just go and find 
his own food and wait for the next battle to start. 
Judging from the tension and anxiety he'd felt boiling 
from every surface of the city since he fell through 
that portal, it probably wouldn't be long. This was not 
a city that knew peace for more than a few, fleeting 
moments. This was a city tormented day in and day 
out by evil. 


It radiated off of every surface and person like 
heatwaves, and he gladly allowed it to soak into his 
skin and through his core. 


He was long past the point of feeling guilty for 
feeding off of negative emotions. He wasn't the cause 
of them, and he wanted to help people feel better, and 
they helped sustain him until he could find real food. 
It was free energy, and there was nothing wrong with 
him taking it, or even enjoying it. 

That had been one of his greatest struggles in the 
beginning. Living-ha ha-with the guilt. He'd used to 
think that eating negative emotions somehow made 
him responsible for them. But Sam and Tucker finally 
got it through his head that as long as he wasn't the 
one causing them, as long as he wasn't making people 
miserable so he could eat their emotions, there was 
nothing wrong with it. He wasn't doing anything 
wrong. 


As for the rest of his diet...that was so instinctive, so 


inherently thrilling he could never bring himself to 
feel bad about it. Not even when his parents were 
raging at the barbarity of ghosts, not even when Sam 
was Campaigning for the school to take up a vegan 
lunch menue for everyone, not even when she was 
pessuring him and (to be honest, mostly) Tucker to 
become vegans themselves. 


No, there was nothing anyone could say or do that 
would make Danny feel even the slightest bit of 
remorse for what else he ate. 


Negative emotions were like...a snack. Nice, but he 
could live without them. 


He hoped his new friend, whatever her name was, 
would meet up with him. It was always more fun 
when you had company. And from her ferality towards 
the end of the fight, she seemed like she would make 
for fun company. And besides that, she seemed pretty 
cool. She could handle herself in a fight, and was just 
concerned about the safety of civilians as he was. 


Which was a refreshing change of pace. There were 
too many ‘heroes' out there who didn't actually give 
any fucks about collateral damage. They would go 
around throwing buses through buildings like 
people's lives didn't matter, like people didn't live or 
work there, like the only thing that mattered was 
stopping the villain. 

This girl, though? She did everything she could to 
prevent damage, and her Miraculous Ladybug FIXED 
ALL THE DAMAGE. She didn't care that it would all 
get fixed in the end! She still tried to stop it from 


happening in the first place! She didn't let the end 
justify the means! 


And man, for people who were supposed to be the 
good guys, it was rare that Danny encountered a 
fellow ‘hero' who gave that many fucks. 


And- 
Oh! She was coming back up! 


Danny grinned, sitting up straight in the air and 
watching eagerly as she swung her way expertly up to 
his level with her yoyo. 


Which...was a weird choice for a weapon, but he 
wasn't going to judge. 

Well...he wasn't going to judge too much. It was a 
really weird choice for a weapon. 


Okay yeah, he was judging her, but it wasn't like he 
would say anything about it. He had no idea how she's 
gotten her powers, if it was a radioactive ladybug ora 
portal that led to another dimension, or that Akuma 
had been demanding she hand over 'her Miraculous’, 
whatever that was. Assumedly not the Miraculous 
Ladybugs. 


She landed expertly on the building next to him, 
crouched down, using one pair of her arms for extra 
support. He floated closer excitedly. 


"Hey!" He greeted, feeling the struggle for the word 
to leave his mouth. Dang, he was starving. "Okay, I 
know this is a bit sudden, but I am starving after that 
fight, and I wanted to know if you want to go get food 
with me?" 


She immediately stiffened, her blank white eyes 
blowing wide, crouching further towards the roof and 
Snapping her upper set of arms up into the air above 
her head, and-wow he was just now noticing she only 
had two fingers on each hand. 


Alien body language aside, Danny wasn't an idiot, and 
he'd been around enough non-humanoid ghosts to 
know a threat display when he saw one. The sudden 
spike in her emotions didn't hurt either. 


He backed off immediately, and had to make a 
conscious effort not to raise his hands in front of him. 
What was clearly a peaceful gesture for him obviously 
meant something different for her. He kept his arms 
at his sides and-based on her hunched, defensive 
posture[] tilted his head upwards, exposing his throat, 
trying to make himself look as harmless as possible. 


Not that hitting him in the throat would be any more 
lethal on him than any other spot, but she didn't know 
that, and it was the thought that counts. Plus, she was 
constantly around humans, so the throat was 
hopefully an obvious vulnerable point. 


"Sorry, sorry, I didn't mean to offend." He said, 
keeping as still as possible, "I've never met a hero like 
you, I don't know the protocol, I'm sorry if I said 
something to offend you! I just meant we could hang 
out as friends if you wanted! You seem pretty cool!" 


He was watching her the entire time he was speaking, 
and it was only after he said the word 'friends' that he 
saw her demeanor shift. 


It was almost instantaneous. She kept up the threat 


display for a few more seconds after he finished 
speaking, but already he could taste the difference in 
her emotions. They'd shattered from curiosity and 
wariness into fear and rage the moment he asked her 
to go out for food with him, but then the moment that 
he said the word friends, they started to soften into 
confusion, then relief, then embarrassment. 


She lowered her arms slowly, and sat up a bit 
straighter on the edge of the roof, still using one set 
of hands like feet. Her eyes narrowed back to a 
normal level instead of taking up half her face. 


He took that as his cue to relax a little, slumping out 
his ram-rod straight posture. 


Her embarrassment was starting to fade, but his 
hunger was just getting worse. 


She tilted her head at him while he debated the 
merits of inviting her along again or going off on his 
own, and then she spoke to him, for the first time 
Since the quick exchange they'd shared during the 
battle while they both figured out that they were on 
the same side. 


“You want to get food as friends?" She asked, the red 
mandibles on her black mask clicking almost 
inaudibly with each word, each time they opened 
revealing the fangs behind them, "I'm hungry but I{]" 
She tilted her head the other way. "Just friends?" 
Wariness was dripping from the words, and anger was 
waiting to strike. 


He could guess why. 
"Just friends," He assured, "I have people at home 


waiting for me." He wanted to say he was probably 
way too old for her in the first place, but he wasn't 
even sure how old he was any more, and with her 
mask and armour that hid everything, he had no way 
of telling how old she was. But he got the feeling she 
was still young, still just a kid. 


Was he still a kid? He wasn't sure. He'd been just 
fourteen when the accident happened, but time had 
passed, and he...didn't change. Well, no one in Amity 
Park changed, but him especially. Maybe it was 
radiation from the portal, maybe it was...side-affects 
of the whole town being in the Ghost Zone for a while. 
Things changed, technology advanced, seasons 
passed, but the people...the people didn't change. 
Years passed, and no one aged. 


But it didn't stop time from passing. 


It didn't matter. He wasn't looking to date her, 
whatever her name was, he just wanted to know if she 
wanted to get food. 


She finally sat up fully, lifting the hands she'd had on 
the concrete and resting them on her knees. "I don't 
eat normal food when I'm like this," She said, and 
though he couldn't feel her hunger the way he could 
her exhaustion and slowly mounting desperation, he 
could empathise with the way she seemed to have 
difficulty speaking. 

"Well," He said, "Neither do I. Oh, and my name's 
Danny, by the way, Danny Phantom. What should I call 
you?" 

“Ladybug. What do you eat, Danny?" 


"Ghosts. Animal ghosts." He hastened to add on when 
he felt her shock, "I mean, I've eaten people ghosts 
before, but I don't kill people. Well, I mean, I don't kill 
people unless they're trying to kill my friends and 
family and I have no other choice. I just have to be 
somewhere an animal has died recently so I can find 
its ghost and eat it. So uh," He tried to go for a joke, 
“What do you eat? Flowers?" 


She scoffed loudly, and finally stood up straight just so 
She could shake her head lower it into four pairs of 
hands. Talk about a facepalm. "No," She said, her 
voice muffled by her many hands, "I do not eat 
flowers. I am based on a ladybug. Why does everyone 
think I eat flowers?!" She glared up at him. "Tama 
predator! I don't eat freaking flowers! I eat-mainly 
pigeons and cats and rats and stuff! And Hawkmoth's 
butterflies, but they don't count! I don't eat flowers! 
I'm sick of people giving me flowers and thinking I'm 
going to eat them! I'm not a herbivore! I don't eat 
flowers! I eat outdoor cats owned by idiots! Also-I'm 
hungry." 

She paced along the edge of the building a few feet, 
staring down at the ground far below, both sets of 
arms crossed over her chest, fingers tapping in some 
mysterious rhythm, barely seeming to be paying 
attention to him anymore. 

Then she froze, exactly like a predator spotting prey, 
which Danny would have recognized even if she 
hadn't told him she was a predator. He glanced down. 


Far below, in the alley they were floating and perched 
above, was a Cat, just now creeping out from behind 


the dumpster it had clearly taken refuge behind 
during the battle. It was orange and white, with long 
fur. 


Even from the height they were at, he could see how 
skinny it was, all the bones in its spine popping out, 
barely more than skin and bones. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Ladybug was crouching 
Slowly, her eyes locked onto the cat, every muscle 
tense, her emotions screaming excitement and 
anticipation at him like loudspeakers right next to his 
ears. 


"So-Danny," She said, her voice hitching like she'd 
half forgotten how to pronounce the sounds, "You eat 
ghosts? J eat cats." 


Oh. 


He stared back down at the cat, and felt his teeth 
growing into fangs in anticipation. 


Oh, this was going to be fun. 


